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FADE IN: 


INT. FANCY RESTAURANT - DOWNTOWN SAN FRANCISCO - NIGHT 


A nouveau-riche wine bar: low light, high ceilings, tall 
windows looking out onto Bush Street. 


CHELSEA BROCK, 29, strawberry blonde, straightforward, casual 
exterior coolness hiding a dash of insecurity, walks from the 
main floor of the restaurant to the small, somewhat enclosed 
FRONT FOYER. 


As she tosses on a light jacket and linen scarf, she 
reluctantly tolerates a puffy, lightly-sweating chad in a 
cheap suit: MARK, 28, trailing behind her, DRONING ON AND ON. 


MARK 
...SO when the seller recalls those 
securities, they buy the same 
number of securities and return 
them to the lender. Boom - the 
short is covered... 


Chelsea turns to Mark, aloof but genuine: 


CHELSEA 
It was nice to meet you, Mark. 


MARK 
Yeah, you too. We didn't have to 
split the bill. Y'know, I'm an old- 
fashioned type of guy. 


CHELSEA 
And I’m a new-school type of gal. 
Friends should split the tab. 


“Friends” stings Mark, and he deflates, but plays it cool. 


MARK 
“Friends.” Not feeling it, huh? 


CHELSEA 
No, I'm sorry. You're a nice guy - 


TONGUE! TONGUE EVERYWHERE! Mark has just GONE FOR IT, and he 
paws at Chelsea's shoulders awkwardly while trying to land a 
French kiss - beneath her squirms, he’s mostly licking her 
face. Chelsea pushes him away. 


CHELSEA (CONT'D) 
No, Mark! Stop! 
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MARK 
Stop what? 


CHELSEA 
Licking my foundation off? 


He looks at her longingly and LEANS IN AGAIN! She sidesteps 
him and his open mouth slobbers on crusty velvet curtains 
behind her. 


CHELSEA (CONT'D) 
Dude! Boundaries! I am not feeling 
this, I told you that already. 


MARK 
Why not? 


CHELSEA 
Because your first move on me was 
to try and swallow my nose. 


MARK 
I thought we hit it off! This was a 
really good date. 


CHELSEA 
Even if that were true, that’s not 
cart blanche for you to try second 
base on me in public. 


MARK 
You don’t think we had an electric 
vibe? 

CHELSEA 


You barely asked me anything about 
myself tonight. I just sat through 
the worst parts of an improv show 
and a Ted Talk rolled into one. 


MARK 
You're just like every other stuck- 
up bitch in this city. I'm å NICE 
GUY! 


This centers Chelsea, but it doesn’t hurt her. Sadly, she’s 
heard this rhetoric before. She breathes calmly, smirking, 
then addresses the soggy dickbag before her: 
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CHELSEA 
Okay. I don’t owe you anything, but 
here’s a little free advice since 
you'd rather spend your weekends at 
the kink.com armory than with a 
therapist. 


MARK 

(hopeful) 
Oh that reminds me, do you want to 
go with me to the armory sometime? 


CHELSEA 
If every woman you meet is 
nauseated by your transparent mind 
games to score cheap sex, there’s 
not something wrong with us. 
There’s something wrong with you, 
who you are, and how you treat 
people. Also: less cologne, more 
breath mints. 


Flushed, sweaty, shamed, Mark shrinks, muttering a half-assed 
“sorry” and slinking out the front doors. Halfway through, he 
stops, looking back to Chelsea pitiably. She mean-mugs him. 


Then he SLOWLY MOVES ON HER again, his wild, slobbering 
tongue dangling from his gaping pink maw! SPRITZZZ! Chelsea 
hits him with a blast of PEPPER SPRAY! He SCREAMS! 


SMASH CUT TO - 


INT. RESTAURANT BAR - LATER 


CLUNK. Chelsea sets down an EMPTY ROCKS COCKTAIL GLASS, a 
satisfying swig of self-pity swirling down her throat. It's 
later now, the restaurant mostly empty. She SIGHS heavily. 


MAN'S VOICE (0.S.) 
Long night? 


Chelsea looks to a fit man, 35, Filipino-American, smooth 
dark locks brushing his collar, a warm smile scrawled across 
his chiseled countenance - ZACH LASPINAS. He's in a rugged 
blazer and jeans. Even Chelsea smirks at his playful comment. 


CHELSEA 
Endless. How about you? 


ZACH 
My night is just beginning. I’m 
waiting for my first dating app 
meetup. 
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CHELSEA 
First, IRL? Like, EVER? Have you 
been in a monastery or a forced 
labor camp the last five years? 


ZACH 
Kinda. 
CHELSEA 
You divorced? 
ZACH 
No, just late to the game, I guess. 
(a beat) 
I'm a little scared. Should I be 
scared? 
CHELSEA 


Yes. It's a jungle out there. I 
consider myself pretty savvy: I 
went to Stanford, I can spot 
cutting-edge code from across the 
Bay... And I just got catfished by 
a sentient sweat gland who only 
spoke in memorized Reddit threads. 


ZACH 
Sorry you had a bad date. 


Chelsea looks down to her drink sadly. Zach looks around the 
bar, trying to give her some space, one way or another. 


CHELSEA 
It wasn’t just one date. The whole 
dating landscape is ruthless. By 
the time we’re actually meeting 
someone, it feels like we’ve met 
them already. But of course we've 
only seen their best traits, heard 
their best banter, seen their most 
flattering pictures, AND passed on 
25 other people in anticipation of 
this idealized digital demigod. And 
these fakers not only fail to live 
up to the expectations that they 
have set, but they go out of their 
way to actively violate all the 
false trust we’ve built up. There’s 
nobody out there trying to date 
anymore, trying to make a 
connection. It’s just a cesspool of 
desperate binary code clogging up 
the cloud one misspelled request 
for feet pics at a time. 
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ZACH 
Well, as painfully nihilistic as 
that is, at least you make it sound 
poetic. 


CHELSEA 
You think so? 


ZACH 
I write non-fiction, not poetry, 
but yeah. 


CHELSEA 
You're a writer? 


She's clearly intrigued - small talk turns to genuine spark. 


WOMAN (0.S.) 
ZACH? 


A thin brunette, 22 - FIONA - in a rumpled cocktail dress and 
worn makeup, drunkenly teeters over on wobbly high heels. 


FIONA (CONT'D) 
What the hell is this? You’re 
already ON a DATE?! 


ZACH 

No, I’m just making small talk. 
FIONA 

No. GOD, NO! This is just like 


Kurt! 


The sparse dinner crowd looks to the SCENE, uncomfortable and 
embarrassed. Fiona storms out of the restaurant, ranting: 


FIONA (CONT'D) 
This can’t keep happening to me! I 
am 22 years old! I am a grown-ass 
woman!!! WHYYYYYYYYYY?!!? 


Echoing out onto the street she stumbles. Zach starts after 
her. 


ZACH 
Uhhh. Jeez, I should check on her. 


CRASH! More commotion from outside. Distant: 


FIONA (0.S.) 
I JUST WANT SOME GOD DAMN DIM SUM! 
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ZACH 
Listen, if I’m not back in five 
minutes, call the police? 


CHELSEA 
How about if you’re not back in 
five minutes, I’ll come looking for 
you. 


He’s almost out the door, but this remark disarms him. He 
pauses and smiles back at Chelsea, charmed - interested. 


ZACH 
I’d like that. 


He disappears, then quickly reappears outside the 
restaurant’s tall windows, giving chase to Fiona, mid- 
tantrum. Chelsea watches as Fiona PUSHES Zach away, screaming 
and cursing, before melting down into hysterical sobs. 
Chelsea spins back around to the bartop and rifles through 
her purse, dumping some cash on the bar, and checking her own 
reflection in the backsplash mirrors a few feet away. She’s 
going to go after Zach. She turns back to see: 

Fiona, still crying, crumpling into Zach, who involuntarily 
absorbs her and is suddenly COMFORTING Fiona. Dejected, 
Chelsea grabs her coat and leaves the restaurant. 

EXT. BUSH STREET - CONTINUOUS 

Zach juggles Fiona like she’s a wet sack of bowling balls. 
Frustrated, he looks back into the restaurant. 


P.O.V. ZACH - CONTINUOUS 


Chelsea’s empty barstool. 


BACK TO SCENE - CONTINUOUS 
He looks to the missed connection with DISAPPOINTMENT. 


FIONA 
Come home with me... 


ZACH 
No. You’re drunk. That’s not right. 


Fiona explodes out of his grasp, newly energized! 
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FIONA 
Then GO TO HELL! Who do you think 
you are, not wanting to bang me?! 


ZACH 
Uhhh...not a rapist? 


Fiona storms off, leaving Zach, bewildered, in her wake. She 
stumbles down the street, passing MARK, eyes red and swollen 
from the pepper spray, but still prowling, smoking a 
cigarette with some other YOUNG DOUCHES. 


MARK 
Hey sweetheart, you okay? You need 
someone to take you home? 


Fiona stops and turns to him. She moves closer to him, 
crumpling, slowly, like she did into Zach moments ago. Mark 
embraces her. He pulls her dainty chin up to him with a 
sausagey finger - the ultimate amateur fuck boy move. 


BLAAARGH!!! Fiona PUKES ALL OVER Mark! Putrid slime coating 
undigested lettuce leaves dribbles off his face, oily chunks 
of gastrointestinal detritus tumbles into, then out of his 
mouth. He stands before Fiona, stunned and chastened. 


Fiona, newly energized and RALLYING post-puke, wipes her 
mouth with Mark’s tie, then skips away down the street. 


INT. LAERA TECH OFFICES - DAY 


A sleek TECH OFFICE in a high-rise: 360-degree views of 
downtown San Francisco and the shimmering BAY in the 
distance. Chelsea struts from her OFFICE and joins a gaggle 
of 40 CO-WORKERS all drifting towards the same destination. 


DEBBIE COINTREAU, 45, short black hair, full-bodied, the 
chicest fashion, appears alongside Chelsea, handing off a 
latte and clutching a ream of business memos. They banter 
with rapid fire rapport, effortlessly comfortable together. 


DEBBIE 
You ready for today? How'd the 
latest Q.C. tests go? 


CHELSEA 
Flawless, just like the Q.C. tests 
before them. 


DEBBIE 
And how would it come back if I ran 
a Q.C. on you? 
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CHELSEA 
How can you tell? 


DEBBIE 
John and I lived in the Castro in 
the 90's, Chels. I can spot a drink 
or a drug from across the room and 
I can smell whether someone is 
revving up or coming down. 


CHELSEA 
Oh yeah, and what do I smell like? 


DEBBIE 
The Upper Haight. You should stick 
to beer on weeknights. 


CHELSEA 
I hate beer almost as much as I 
hate being babysat by my assistant, 
but I’ll take that into 
consideration. 


DEBBIE 
You should have told me you were 
hungover, I could have gotten you a 
milk thistle shot from Green Earth. 


CHELSEA 
I'm fine, the pitch isn't until 
this afternoon, which means I can 
sober up with a big lunch and enjoy 
a Bloody Mary for dessert. 


DEBBIE 
It's a big meeting, boss. 


CHELSEA 
But it's an easy meeting. The 
software practically sells itself. 


DEBBIE 
But you're not selling the 
software, you're selling you. 


CHELSEA 
That must be why I'm so confident. 


INT. BOARDROOM - CONTINUOUS 
Chelsea, Debbie, and the Co-Workers file into a white, modern 


board room. Chelsea takes a seat at the long ovular main 
table, Debbie and others hover closely against the back wall. 
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ELTON REINHARDT - slim, 50, Steve Jobsian but more 
approachable - addresses his troops: 


ELTON 
Okay, settle in folks. First things 
first, we've got some new faces 
joining the Laera team. Fresh off 
his successful summit of K-2, join 
me in welcoming adventurer, 
mountaineer and soon-to-be New York 
Times bestselling author Zach 
Laspiñas. 


SEATED at the head of the table closest to Elton, and 
spinning in his chair, is ZACH! Unflappable Chelsea is 
FLAPPED, stunned to see him again. The room GOLF CLAPS with 
the rest of her colleagues, as her and Zach's eyes meet. 


ELTON (CONT'D) 
Zach is going to get reacquainted 
with civilization, and help us test 
out “Flare,” our new emergency GPS 
hardware. We in turn are going to 
help build his social footprint so 
he can onboard as a brand 
ambassador. Welcome, Zach. Next 
item...Chelsea - where are we with 
Overlook? 


Chelsea is still frozen by Zach’s bemused grin. She’s LOST IN 
HIS EYES. Everyone stares at her, confused. 


ELTON (CONT’D) 
Chels? 


Chelsea snaps out of it. In a blink, she’s back on the ball: 
CHELSEA 


We've got a pitch with Verizon 
today at 3... 


